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It has ever been my conviction that Furr was
poisoned, most likely by some of his false friends who
must have mingled some deadly drug with his drinks
or food ; nor do I believe .that the medicine adminis-
tered by the physician was designed to save his life.
But to Him who knoweth all things, we leave the
matter.

His despised, forsaken, and bereaved wife soon fol-
lowed him to the grave, where she sleeps quietly with
her innocent babe by her side; and where probably this
second Besdemonia finds the only refuge which would
have been granted her by a heartless and persecuting
world.

Oh, when will this nation " cease to do evil and
learn to do well? " "When will they judge character
in accordance with its moral excellence, instead of the
complexion a man unavoidably bears to the world ?ong man grappling with disease and death, and the
